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srfBus Tertius. Scena Trima. 


Enter Antipboltu of Ephefm , his mm Dromio y Angelo the 
Gold[mtth y and Balthafer the Merchant. 

E.Anti. Good fignior Angelo you muft excufc vs all, 
My wife is fhrewifh when 1 keepe not ho wrc$ ; 
Say that 1 lingerd with you at your (hop 
To fee the making of her Carkanet , 
And that to morrow you will bring it home. 
But here's a villainc that would face me downe 
He met mc on the Mart, and that I beat him, 
And charg'd him with a thoufand markes in gold, 
And that I did denie my wife and houfe; 
Thou drunkard thou, what didft thou mcane by this ? 

E.Dro. Say what you wil fir,but I know what I know, 
That you beat me at the Mart I haue your hand to (Low; 
Ify skin were parchmcnt,& v ; blows you pane ^ere ink, 
Your ownc hand-writing would tell you what I thin ke. 
E.Ant. I thinke thou art an affe* 
E.Dro. Marry fo it doth appcare 
By the wrongs 1 fuffcr, and the blowcs I bcare, 
I fhould kicke being kickt,and being at that pafle, 
You would keepe from my heeles,and beware of an aflc. 

E.An. Y'arefad fignior 'Balthazar God our cheer 
May anfwer my good will 3 and your good weicom here. 

Bal.l hold your dainties cheap fir,& your weicom deer. 

E.An. Oh fignior Balthazar, either atflefhor fifh, 
A table full of welcorne,makes fcarce one daintv d\fh. 

*BaI Good meat fir is comon that euery churlc affords. 
Anti. And welcome more common,f or thats nothing 
but words. 

Sal, Small cheere and great welcome, makes a mcr- 
riefeaft. 

Anti. I, to a niggardly Hoft,and more fparing gtieft: 
But though my cates be meane^take them in good part, 
Better cheere may you hauc,but not with better hart. 
But foft, my doorc is lockt ; goe bid them ler vs in. 

E.Dro. Maud.Briget ^Marian \Cifley fiillian, Gmn. 

S.Dro. Momc,Milthorfc a Capon, Coxcombe , Idi- 
ot, Patch, 

Either get thee from the dore,or fit downe at the hatch : 
Doft thou coniure for wcnches,that f caht for iuchftorc, 
When one is one too many, goe get thee from the dore. 
E.Dro. What patch is made our Porter f my Mafter 

ftayes in the ftreet. 
S.Dro. Let him walke from whence he camelled hee 

catch cold on's feet. 
S.Ant. Who talks within there ? hoa,open the dore. 
S.Dro. Right fir, He tell you when, and you'll tell 

me wherefore. 
Ant. Wherefore ? foj my dinner : I haue not din'd to 
day. 

S.Dro. Nor to day here you muft not come againe 

when you may. 
Anti. What art thou that kccp'ft mee out from the 

howfe I owe? 
S.Dro. The Porter for this time Sir, and my rfeme is 

Dromio. 

S* Dro. O vi!laine,thou haft ftolne both mine office 
and my name, 
The one nerc got me credit, the other mickle blame : 
If thou hadft beene Dromio to day in my place, 


( Thou wouldft haue chang'tfthy face foi aftfcte, © tt u 
name for an aifc. 

Enter LWee. 

Luce. What a coilc is there Dromio ? who ate thbf 

at the gate? 
E.Dro. Let my Matter in Lme. 
Luce. Faith no, hec comes too late* aridfotellvfiu* 

Maftcr. 7 Mr 

E.Dro. O Lord I nwftlaughjhsiue at you with a p ro . 

uerbe, 
Shall I fet in my ftaffe. 

Luce. Haue at you with another, that's when 'can 

you tell? 

S.Dro. If thy name be called luc^Lua thou haft an., 

fwer'd him well. 
Anti. Doeyouheare you minion ^ you*Mctt$j n 

hope ? 

Luce. I thought to haue askt you. 
S.Dro. Andyoufaidno. 
E.Dro. So come helpe, well ftrooke, there wat blo^ 

for blow. 
Anti. Thou baggage let me in. 
Luce. Can you tell for whofe fake/ 
E.Drom. Mafter, knocke the doore hard. 
Luce. Let him knocke till it ake. 
Ant ; . You'll eric for this minion , if I beat the doorc 

downe. 

Luce . What needs all that,and a paire of ftocks in the 
towne? 

Enter Adrian*. 
Adr % Who is that at the doore f keeps all this noifcf 
S.Dro. By my troth your towne is troubled with vn. 
ruly boies. 

tAnti. Are you there Wife ? you might haue come 
before. 

Adri. Your wife fir knauc? go get you from the dore, 
£. Dro. If you went in paine Mafter,this knaue W6ld 
goe fore, 

Angelo. Heere is neither cheere fir, nor welcomes 
would faine haue either. 

Bdtz,. In debating which was beft, wee {hall part 
with neither. 

E.Dro. They ftand at the doore, Maftcr, bid them 
welcome hither. 

tAmi. There is fomcthing in the winde,that we can- 
not get in. 

E.Dro. You would fay fo Mafter, if your garments 
were thin. 

Your cake here is warmc within : you ftand here in the 
cold. 

It would make a man mad as a Bucke to be fo bought 
and fold. 

Ant. Go fetch me fomething,Ilc break ope the gate, 
S.Dro. Breake any breaking hcre,and He breakcyour 
knaues pate. 

E*Dr§. A man may breake a word with your fir, and 
words are but winde : 
I and breake it in your face,fo he break it not behihde. 
S.DroJt fcemes thou want'ft breaking,dut vpon thee 
hindc. 

E.Dro. Here's too much out vpon thee,I pray thee let 
me in* 

S.Dro. I,whcn fowles haue no feathcr$,andfifh haue 
no fin. 

Ant. Well, He breake io:go borrow me a crow* 
S.Dro. A crow without fcather,M*fter meane you fo; 

For 
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vZwMw jWrrence fir, oh let ft hot be (o, 

Thvnuiolaredhonor of your wife. 
Once this your long wnedomc, 
Her fober verttfe, yeares, and modcftie 
^Tyoar'^ fom.cauie to you vnknowne; 
And doubt oof fir, but flic will well cKcute 

« this time the dtfre* are made ag^nft you. 
Be rul'd by me, depart in patience, 

And let fflWHW P 10 A rT r \ 
And about euenmg come your ielrc alone, 

To know the reafdn of this ftrangc refirann : 

If by flrong hand you offer to breake in 

Mow in the ftirring pafoge of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 

And that fuppofed by the common rowt 

Againft your yet vngailed eftimation, 

That may with fouleintrufion enter in, 

And dvvell vpon your gmie when you arc dead ; 

For flander Hues vpon fuccefljpn; 

For eucr hows'd, where it gets poffeirion. 

Anil. You hade pteuail'd, I will depart in quiet, 
And in defpighe of mirth meane to be merrie : 
I know a wench of excellent difeourfe , 
Prettic and wittie; wilde, and yet too gentle ; 
There will we dine : this woman that I meane 
My wife (but I proteft without defcrt) 
Hath oftentimes vpbraided me withall : 
To her will we to dinner, get you home 
And fetch the chaine, by this I know 'tis made, 
Bring it I pray you to the Porpentine , 
For there's the houfe: That chaine will I befto w 
(Be it for nothing but to ipight my wife) 
Vpon mine hofteile there, good fir make hafte : 
Since mine owne doores rcfufe to entertaine me , 
He knocke elfe-where, to fee ifthey'll difdainc me. 

Ang. He meet you at that place fome houre hence. 

Anti. Do fo,this icfl fhail coft me fome cxpencc. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Mians, with Antipholtit ofSirtcxna. 
Mia. And may it be that you haue quite forgot 
A husbands office ? fliall Antiyholm 
Euen in the fpring of Loue,thy Loue-fprings rot ? 
Shall loue in buildings grow fo ruinate ? 
If you did wed my filler for her wealth, 
Then for her wealths-fake vfe her with more kindnelTe : 
Or ifyou like clfe-whcre doc it by ftealth , 
Muffle your falfc loue with fome (hew of blindnefle : 
Let not my fifter read it in your eye : 
Be not thy tongue thy owne fhames Orator : 
Looke fweet, fpeake faire, become difloyaltle : 
Apparcll vice like venues harbenger : 
Bcare a faire prcfencc 3 though your heart be tainted, 
Teach finnc the carriage <5f a holy Saint , 
Be fecret falfe : what need fhc be acquainted ? 
What fimgle thicfe brags of his o wae attaine ? 
Tis doitble wrong to truant with your bed , 
And let her read it in thy lookes at boord : 
Shame hath a baftard fame, well managed, 
III deeds is doubled with an eiiill word : 
Alas poorc women, make vs not beleeue 
(Being compaft of credit) that you loue vs, 


s i — 

Though others hauc'the arrae, /hew Vs the fleeue ; 
We in your motion turne, and you may moue vs. 
Then gentle brother get you in againe ; 
Comfort my fitter, cheere her, call her wife ; 
Tis holy fport to be a little yaine, 
When the fweet breath of flatterie conquers ftrife. 

.J. Anti. Sweete Miftris, what your name ss elfe I 
know not; 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine: 
Lefle in your knowledge, and your grace you fliow not, 
Then our earths wonder, more then earth dminc. 
Teach mc deere creature how to thinke and fpeake : 
Lay open to my earthie grofle conceit : 
Smothrcd in error*, feeble,fhallow,wcake, 
I he foulded meaning of your words deceit : 
Agrunft my foules pure truth,wby labour you, 
To make it wander in an vnknowne field ? 
Are you a god t would you create me new ? 
Transforme me thcn,and to your powrellc yeeld^ 
But if that I am I, then well I know, 
Y our weeping filter is no wife of mine. 
Nor to her bed no homage doe I owe : 
Farre more,farrcmore,to you doe I decline: 
Oh traine mc not fwcet Mermaide with thy note, 
To dro wne mc in thy fifter floud of tearcs : 
Sirfg Siren for thy felfe,and I will dote : 
Spread ore the filuer waues thy golden haires ; 
And as a bud He take thee,and there lie ; 
And in that glorious fuppofition thinke, 
He gaines by death, that hath fuch mcanes to die : 
Let Loue,being light,be drowned if ihc finkc. 

Luc. What are you mad,that you doe r cafon fo ? 

ts4nt. Not mad,but mated,how I doe not know. 

Luc. It is a fault that fpringeth from your eie. 

Ant. For gazing on your beames faire fun being by. 

Luc. Gaze when you fhould, and that will cleere 
your fight. 

Ant. As good to winkc fweet loue,as looke on night. 
Luc. Why call you me loue? Call my fifter fo. 
Ant. Thy fifters filler* 
Luc. That's my fifter. 

Ant. No ; it is thy felfe.minc owne fclfes better part: 
Mine eies cleere eie, my deere hearts deerer heart • 
My foodc,my fortune ? and my fweet hopes aimc ; 
My fole earths heauen>and my heauens claime. 

Luc. All this my fifter is>or elfe fhould be. 

Ant. Call thy felfe fifter fweet,for I am thee; 
Thee will I loue, and with thee lead my lifVs 
Thou haft no husband yet,nor I no wife : 
Giueme thy hand. 

Luc. Oh foft fir,hold you ftill : 
He fetch my fifter to get her good will. Exit. 
Enter Dromio, Siracufta. 

ts4nv. Why how now Dromio % where run'ft thou fo 
faft? 

S.Dro. Doe you know mc fir? Ami Dromio} Ami 

your man? Amlmyfelfe? 
Ant. Thou art Dromio^ thou arc my man, thou art 

thy felfe. 

Dro. I am an afle, I am a womans man, and befides 
my felfe. 

Ant. What womans man ? and how befides thy 
Telfe? 

Dro. Marrie fir,befides my felfe,I am due to a woman: 
One that claimes me, one that haunts me, one that will 
haue me. 

Ant. What 


